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button at the neck of his old shirt, threw open the collar,-
and gulped in air with his gaping mouth.
" Get up, get up, Prokoffich f " Prokhor hurried him.
" There's nobody else but us to carry him in, is there ? "
With obvious effort Pantaleimon rose, went down the
steps, threw back the greatcoat and bent over the uncoil
scious Gregor. Something again began to gurgle in his
throat, but he mastered himself, and turned to Prokhor :
" Take hold of his legs.  We'll carry him "
They carried Gregor into the best room, took off his boots,
undressed him and laid him in the bed. Dunia anxiously
called from the kitchen :
" Father i   Mother's bad '   Come here f "
Ilinichna was lying on the kitchen floor. Dunia was on
her knees beside her, sprinkling water into her ashen face.
" Run and fetch old woman Kapitonovna, quick ! She
knows how to let blood. Tell her your mother must have
her blood let, tell her to bring her instruments with her/'
Pantaleimon ordered.
But Dunia, a girl of marriageable years, could not run
through the village with head uncovered*; she snatched up
a kerchief, and said as she hurriedly wrapped her head :
f< The children are frightened to death. God, what a blow
this is. . . Look after them, father, and I'll be off in a
moment/'
Possibly Dunia might even have stopped to glance into
the mirror. But Pantaleimon, who had now recovered,
looked at her with such a fierce expression that she fled
headlong out of the kitchen.
As she ran out of the wicket-gate, sEe saw Aksinia. There
was not a drop of blood in Aksinia's white face. She was
standing leaning against the wattle-fence, her hands hanging
lifelessly. No tears glittered in her filmy black eyes, but in
them were so much suffering and dumb entreaty that Dunia
halted for a second, and said reluctantly, surprising herself:
" He's alive, alive I He's got typhus/' She ran off along
the side lane at full speed, steadying her supple, dancing
breasts with her hands.
From all sides inquisitive women were hurrying to the
Melekhovs* yard. They saw Aksinia slowly walk away from
the Melekhovs' wicket-gate ; then she suddenly hastened her
steps, bowed her head and covered her face with her hands.